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Wr        ;  !        y  was  a  very  little 

Lrirl,  her  mother  had  a  beautiful  yellow 
II'-    was   quite    tame,    ami   U 

.    thru    tly    upon  the 
table.    an<l   pirlx   the  crumbs 

th,    while    l.lir; 

ere  eating  their 

LittN-  Lucy  had  no  brother  <>r  nster to 

eat  !>r  ith  her;  so  that  she  en- 

h  having  Bltck-pa'e,  as 

she  called  him,  (from  the  black  tu 

his  head,)  picking  around  her  ;  for  she. 

•  •hatter  to  him,  as  if  h< 
older  than  her- 

ten  give  him  li;  -L,rn\  which  he 

I* 


would  peck  at,  while  she  held  them  in 
her  fingers. 

She  would  stand  by  her  mother,  as 
she  filled  his  glass  cups,  one  with  hemp- 
seed  and  the  other  with  water,  and  brush 
all  the  old  seeds  from  the  bottom  of  his 
cage  ;  for  birds  love  a  clean  cage,  as 
well  as  little  girls  love  a  clean  house* 


Lucy  and  the  little  Yellow-Bird . 

He  liked  very  much  to  fly  into  a  basin 
of  water  and  flutter  his  wings,  bob  his 
head  in  and  out,  and  spatter  Lucy's  face. 
Then  she  would  laugh  and  clap  her 


hands,  and  he  would  do  it  again,  as  if  to 
make  her  lauirh  the  more. 

H.  wafl  DO!  a  Canary  bird  ;  but  one  of 
tin*  wild  yellow  birds,  that  fly  about  in 
the  woods  and  fields.  He  did  not  seem 
to  mourn  his  liberty,  but  appeared  gen- 
erally very  happy  in  hii  louse. 
ss  took  good  care  of  him. 
She  never  trusted  any  one  but  herself 
to  wash  his  cage  or  give  him  food.  She 
knew  poor  birds  often  to  suffer  from 
hunger  and  thirst,  by  the  neglect  of 
those  who  are  tnlil  to  take  care  of  them. 
1  often  say  to  Lucy,  "  It  is  a 
hard  thing,  my  little  girl,  to  be  shut  up 

age,  as  this  poor  bird  is  ;  then 
we  ought  to  do  all  we  can  to  make  him 
ruiiilortable.     It    i*   very    wirkrd  to  let 
little  bird>  •>.  or  u  at 

i«.  drink,  nr  wa-h  themselves 
"  But  mother,  if  he  don't  like  his  cage, 
ng  so  sweetly,  when 
I  int.i  it.  aftrr  lit-  has  wa^lu-d  him- 
.  tin-  little  basin  you  him  ' 

That  don't  look  a*  il  h»-  \v  on-  uiihappy." 
I   did   not  ^ay   that    In-  was  unli; 
I- 
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but  he  has  a  feeling  of  confinement, 
when  he  flies  against  the  wires  of  his 
cage,  as  if  he  wished  to  get  out ;  just  as 
you  have  when  you  find  yourself  shut 
up  in  a  room,  when  you  wish  to  get  out. 
He  sings  to  show  his  gratitude  for  his 
food,  and  while  he  is  eating,  feels  quite 
as  happy  as  when  he  is  in  his  native 
woods  ;  but  after  he  has  done,  he  wants 
to  fly  about  just  as  you  want  to  run. 
Soon  he  is  hungry  again  ;  and  then  goes 
to  his  seeds  to  eat ;  and  again  sings  his 
thanks." 

"But,  mother,  if  you  think  poor  Black- 
pate  is  not  happy,  why  don't  you  let  him 
fly  away,  and  go  into  the  green  woods 
again  ?"  u  Why,  Lucy,  look  out  of  the 
window^  and  see  if  there  be  any  green 
woods  where  he  can  fly  ?"  Lucy  ran  to 
the  window,  but  soon  returned,  exclaim- 
ing, "  Oh  dear  !  no,  mother  ;  the  ground 
is  all  covered  with  snow  ;  and  the  trees 
are  all  frost  instead  of  leaves.  Poor 
Black-pate  !  you  are  better  where  you 
are,  for  the  cold  snow  would  freeze  your 
little  feet  and  you  could  find  no  seeds 


Till 

upon  the  '1  bushes. 

(ill   spring  comes  ;  i,   mother, 

i   Iri    him  tiy.  if  in- 
I  only  bought  him  <>f  the  boys, 
\\  ho  hro'iu'lit  him  IH-IV  in  tin*  hruinning 
of  wintrr,  in  keep  him    until   the   warm 
sprii  I  told  them  I  would  take 

him   at   th<-  price  they  named,   if  they 
woui  ,.  hich  they 

prom 

In  nhoiit  a  month  from  this  time,  the 
snow  was  all  gone-  -  upon  the 

them 

had  burst  into  leaves.    The  sun  was 

quite  wart.  J  her 

mother's  promise  to  Black-pate.    One 

.ug,  just  before  tin-  v.m  rose,  Mrs. 

•  •d  her  little  daughter  to 
with  IUT  i  uCome,  Lu- 

•ild  like  to 

lv  the  cai:-  rs.   Tracy 

aiiil   I. 

he  hiiULT  it  upnn  a  tn-f.  ;hnt 
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eral  times,  pecked  at  the  leaves,  flew 
from  bough  to  bough,  sung  some  of  its 
sweetest  notes,  but  did  not  fly  out  of  the 
garden.  They  left  the  cage  upon  the 
tree,  and  Black-pate  at  liberty  to  go  or 
stay,  just  as  he  pleased. 


A  Wallc  in  tile  Garden. 


After  breakfast,  Lucy  sat  down  with 
her  mother,  in  a  parlor,  that  led  to  a  pi- 
azza, looking  into  the  garden,  to  study 
her  lesson.  Often  she  started  up  from 
her  book  and  ran  out,  to  see  if  Black- 
pate  was  still  there.  Her  mother  did 
not  speak  to  her,  for  some  time  ;  but  at 


Tflr  ^W-BIRDt.  11 

last,  §1 

- 

•ii  thiiikiiiir  :»!!  lh«>  limr  al.ui. 

I   shall  be  to- 

\v  uinrniiiir.   \vlim  I  ilnu't  >re  him 
"ii  t!r  •[>  looking1  out, 

to  sc«  .  (ii  his  cage.     I 

i  -Ii ;  for  cv- 

i TV  t  see  hint  f 

•  tthatse'i 

-r  it  is 

•  •ss  to  that 

bull  a  few 

:nc  to  set  at  lib- 

1 1  • 

t'»  indiilire  it,  sim  < 
I  uirkod.     Instead  of  thinking 
how  BI  . .rn»\v  iii- 

think  how  happy  your  bird  will  be,  hop- 
piftL.r  ;ihmit   in    tin1   beautiful    fresh   air. 
And    \ mi   may    Lr«-i    up  as  early  u> 
pleas-  :ni(»  thr  g  '1  see 

song 
than  ;  in  i!,.-  hoime. 

began  to  dawn.  Lnry  a\<  ailed 
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from  her  little  bed,  "Mother,  do  you 
think  Black-pate  is  awake  yet  ?"  "  I 
don't  know,  but  you  may  get  up  and 
see."  So  up  jumped  Lucy,  and  put  on 
her  clothes,  and  away  she  ran  into  the 
garden.  She  found  the  cage  empty,  but 
soon  heard  Black-pate,  and  some  other 
birds,  singing  most  briskly.  She  strewed 
some  seeds  and  crumbs  of  bread  upon 
the  ground  for  them,  and  had  great 
pleasure  in  running  about  and  hearing 
them  sing,  till  breakfast  was  ready.  She 
then  went  into  the  house,  and  after 
breakfast  she  sat  down  to  sew  with  her 
mother.  She  finished  all  the  work  that 
her  mother  required,  and  repeated  her 
lesson  without  missing  one  word. 

She  was  so  good  a  girl,  that  in  the  af- 
ternoon her  fond  mother  took  her  to  ride 
with  her,  a  few  miles,  to  visit  a  friend, 
who  had  some  children  about  her  own 
age.  They  walked  in  the  woods  and 
saw  and  heard  many  little  birds  chirp 
and  sing ;  and  Lucy  enjoyed  very  much 
a  variety  of  plays  with  the  children,  and 


Till  •  13 

passed  a  part  of  ihr  in  IK-  very  pleasant- 
swinging. 


in-. 

At  niirlit   she  returned    ln»n.- 
light  of  a  beautiful  mourn,  and  we: 
Ix-d    very    h;i[»p\  .     In  tlie  morning  she 
u-«Mit  iiit'»  i  Dluck-pate 

sing;  '.ate  was  there  '     V: 

but  she  ren 

,rds  were, 

that  she  had  8f  -before;  and 

she  soon  HCIU  !  ijs  away. 

A  few  days  after  this,  a  gentlema 
friend  of  her  father,  came  to  dine  with 
them 
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he  talked  a  great  deal  with  Lucy.;  and 
she  told  him  the  story  of  her  bird,  Black- 
pate.  He  listened,  very  kindly  to  her, 
and  when  she  had  finished,  he  said, 
uAnd  so,  my  little  girl,  then  your  fine 
cage  is  quite  empty  and  useless  now  r" 
"-Yes,  sir,"  said  Lucy.  "Well,"  said 
he,  u  I  have  some  young  birds  that  were 
born  in  a  cage  ;  and  they  will  not  be  un- 
happy to  live  in  one.  if  they  are  taken 
good  care  of;  for  they  have  never  known 
any  other  home.  Now  if  your  mother 
is  willing,  and  you  would  like  it,  I  will 
send  you  one  to-morrow  morning,  to  put 
into  your  empty  cage.  And  I  dare  say 
you  will  never  forget  to  feed  him,  and 
give  him  fresh  water  to  drink  and  wash 
in,  every  morning." 

Mrs.  Tracy  was  quite  willing ;  and 
Lucy  promised  she  would  not  forget. — 
The  next  morning  the  gentleman  sent 
the  bird  ;  for  he  always  remembered  his 
promises. 

This  bird  was  not  so  handsome  as 
Black-pate  ;  his  color  was  not  as  bril- 
liant, nor  his  neck  so  lonsr  and  graceful  ; 


-.OS 


• 

but  he  sung  very  sweetly  :   and  Lucy 
soon  found  that  she  loved  him  quite  at 
•*  she  had  ever  loved  BInck-pate.  *: 
Though  only  six  years  old,  she  never 
once  forgot  to  give  him  fresh  seeds  and 
.  and  to  r'  -.re  every  morn- 

She  was  so  small  (hat  she  < 
!•:<•  <!<>\vn  :  mny 

window,  whore  it  huntr,  nor  put  it  i 

ed  it;  hut  lu-r  father 

was  so  much  pleased  wit!.  ntion 

he  \vasalways 

to  1 1  Hp  : 

o  years,  Lucy   rl»n 
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that  her  bird  grew  handsomer  and  sung 
more  sweetly  every  day.  She  used  to 
go  to  school  in  the  morning,  and  when 
she  came  home,  would  often  bring  flow- 
ers to  dress  his  cage  with,  or  chickweed, 
and  the  long  seed  vessels  of  the  plantain, 
which  little  birds  love  very  much  ;  and 
he  always  repaid  her  with  a  song. 

But  the  third  spring,  he  began  to  droop 
and  lopk  sick  ;  he  left  off  singing,  and 
almost  left  off  eating.  He  would  sit  on 
his  roost  for  a  long  time,  hanging  his 
head,  as  if  he  had  not  strength  to  hold 
it  up. 

It  grieved  Lucy  very  much  to  see  him 
so.  She  put  saffron  ii^to  the  water  ; 
buds  of  saffron  about  his  cage  ;  gave  him 
lumps  of  nice  sugar  :  and  spread,  every 
morning,  large  branches  of  fresh  chick- 
weed  over  his  cage  ;  but  all  to  no  pur- 
pose. 

One  morning,  poor  little  Pet,  for  that 
was  the  name  she  gave  him,  looked 
more  sick  than  ever.  She  changed  the 
water  and  the  seeds  ;  though  the  seeds 
she  had  put  in  fresh  the  clay  before,  had 
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not  be«-n  touch.  -eaere 

with  all  the  flowers  she  could  find  in  the 
month  of' May.  |1  to  school 

with  a  heavy  heart.      U  noon fl    • 

i  h<>r  d«-ar  Pet  lay  on  hi- 
ii[n.ii  the  '  His  suf- 

:  ciulrd.     The  little  bird 


;    for   llir    I....   of  |».l. 

Poor  Lucy  wept  bitterly  ;  this  wan  the 

he;i\ie>t  aiHietion  she  ha-  .own. 

own  upo:.  her'l  bed, 

and  FoMied  alon.i.     Mr-     I  knew 

that  t  i  76  of  children  are  not  last- 


18  THE   TWO  YELLOW   Bit  DS. 

ing,  though  they  are  severe  for  the  time. 
She  therefore  did  not,  at  first,  think  it 
best  to  endeavor  to  restrain  her  tears  ; 
but  she  found  that  if  not  checked,  she 
would  make  herself  ill.  She  would  not 
eat  any  dinner  ;  and  she  was  unfit  to  go 
to  school  in  the  afternoon.  Her  mother, 
at  length,  said,  "  My  dear  child,  you 
must  not  give  way  thus  to  your  grief  for 
the  loss  of  a  bird.  I  know  that  you 
loved  Pet  very  much,  and  that  he  gave 
you  a  great  deal  of  pleasure  ;  but  you 
must  remember,  that  sorrow  for  the 
death  of  a  bird  ought  not  to  unfit  you  for 
every  thing.  Now,  by  thus  crying,  you 
have  been  obliged  to  stay  from  school, 
and  have  lost  several  hours  work  upon 
the  little  frock  you  were  making  for  your 
aunt ;  besides  making  your  head  ache  so 
much,  that  you  cannot  study  your  les- 
son this  evening.  I  feel  very  much  for 
your  grief;  but  you  are  old  enough  to 
understand  that  all  sorrow  which  pre- 
vents us  from  doing  our  duty,  is  wrong 
— it  is  selfish.  While  you  were  laying 
upon  the  bed  crying  and  sobbing,  do  you 
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think  your  lather  anil  I  . 
dim.  : 

•vith  n 

•  •iianre.      •  .'ii  he 

.  ill   meet  him  \ 

let    him    nee,     that. 
•  our  bird  \ 

\!»d  1  hop 
little  crirl,  you  will   Irani  a  1. 

:irst  sorrow,  which  will  benf  u-r  to 
all    your  -'-el   8ft 

the  l.»s  i. f  it  will  unfit 
thinir  that  it  is  your  duty  to  do.'h 
Lucy  was  in  general  a  <roo<i 

!    her   pai-- 
they 

thing 

•h-ndril  to 

what    her  mother  said,  and  was 
she   i 

mother.     She  was  a  little  *:K. 
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cried  no  more,  and  answered  very  pleas- 
antly when  any  one  spoke  to  her. 

A  friend  of  her  father  passed  the  eve- 
ning- with  them.  He  saw  that  Lucy  was 
not  so  lively  as  usual,  and  inquired  the 
cause.  .  He  told  her  he  would  paint  her 
a  likeness  of  her  little  bird. 

We  have  said  that  the  bird  was  not 
handsome  ;  but  he  was  a  very  sweet 
songster.  And  we  trust  all  our  little 
readers  know,  that  beauty  of  person 
alone  will  never  recommend  either  little 
birds  or  little  girls,  to  the  affections  of 
their  friends. 

.  When  Lucy  became  a  woman,  though 
she  met  with  many  heavy  afflictions, 
she  always  kept  in  mind,  that  uall  sor- 
row which  makes  us  neglect  our  duty  to 
our  fellow-beings,  is  selfish,  and  of 
course  wrong." 


M  A  IMA. 


Com<>.  Mana.  my  <i« -ar.  said  her  mam- 
ma, let  us  take  a  walk,  and  I  will  show 
you  some  pretty  tin 

as  quite  pleased  to  hear 
and  ran  t<» 

Her  mamma  then  took  her  by  the 
hand,  and  led  her  out  at  the  door,  and 
then  out  at  the  gate,  and  then  they 
came  into  the  road  ;  and  as  they 
to  the  place  where  her  mamma  meant 
to  show  her  little  girl  the  fine  things, 
they  saw  a  number  of  sheep  and  lambs 
sport in>?  in  tin  Ids. 

They  so.  t»>  th<-  place,  and 

smrlled  S" 

'I'm.'  ith  the  s%hts  and  so 

-•II  said  tin- lady  to  her 

little  Lrirl,    '-this  i-  :i  n  ,-!t»;  what  a  fine 
pink  .fll  it,  my  dear, 


for  I  am  sure  that  you  will  like  it  ; — did 
you  ever  smell  any  thing  so  sweet  ? — 
There  is  a  bud  of  the  rose  :  see  what 
fine  soft  moss  grows  on  it,  and  how  close 
it  is  wrapped  round  with  green  leaves 
to  guard  it  whilst  it  is  young  and  tender. 


>Jaria  and  l»«r  jlamma. 

"  That,  Maria,  is  a  stalk  ;  it  is  like  a 
little  bush  of  red  flowers,  of  a  very  nice 
scent.  It  is  so  fine  a  one,  it  looks  like  a 
young  tree.  There  is  a  wall  flower  : 
some  like  the  smell  of  them  very  much, 
but  some  think  they  are  too  strong. 


MAI.,  Mil 

I  ;»ink  :  it  is  vi-ry  sweet  to 

MlH'li    iif. 

iat    is  a  hrart's  Bate      ;f  M  a 
.  little  flowrr.      \\  hat  a  HIM-  purplr 
•  MI  that  leaf;  it  is  Ii  •  ;  but 

it  has  no  s< 


Admit  iiiK  the  Flovrer*. 

u  Neither  has  the  blue-bell,  whici 

see  tin-:-.-.  th'iML'ii  if 

NIari:i\  inaiiiiua  >in.-\\«'(l  hrr  a  great 
many  more  flowers,  and  told  her  the 
names  »f  them. 

i,   pnintiu^  with  her  fin- 
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ger  to  a  very  tall  and  large  flower. — 
"That,  my  dear,  is  a  sun-flower." — 
"  Oh  !  how  large  it  is,"  said  Maria,  "  it 
is  like  a  sun  in  this  fine  garden." 

Her  mamma  then  took  her  all  over  the 
garden,  and  Maria  asked  her  what  the 
name  of  this  thing,  and  what  the  name 
of  that  thing  was,  all  the  time  they  were 
there. 

Her  mamma  then  picked  her  little  girl 
B  very  pretty  bunch  of  flowers,  which 
Maria  took  home  with  great  care,  and 
then  put  them  in  one  of  the  vases  which 
was  in  the  parlor,  and  put  water  to 
them,  to  keep  them  alive  as  long  as  she 
could. 

Her  mamma  took  home  a  large  bunch 
for  herself,  to  put  into  the  large  China 
jar,  to  make  the  room  look  lively,  and 
smell  sweet  with  the  scent  of  it,  and  a 
very  fine  flower-pot  it  was. 
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